THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
little that he denied except that there was any reason
for him to die.
. The trial had been going on for months, and it was
now reaching its climax. As we entered the immense
building in which the court of justice was situated,
newspaper boys flocked round us bearing the latest
editions in green and pink, yelling out the last-
minute details. Interest was at fever pitch. The
elevators were jammed, the corridors were densely
crowded, and as we went into the court I felt that it
would be impossible to breathe, so thick and tense
was the atmosphere.
I was allowed to stand within a few yards of the
Judge. For a few moments I was too occupied in
preventing my ribs from being broken to pay much
attention to die scene which stretched before me.
But when I had eventually established a position I
looked round. That one look told me all I needed to
know.
Was I in a court of law? Was a man being tried
for his life? Was the whole majesty of American
justice involved? I suppose so. It was a little diffi-
cult to believe. Stretching back to the farthest wall,
filling most of the court to suffocation, I saw a crowd
of young men and women, lounging about in careless
attitudes, chewing gum, eating candy, ogling each
other, grimacing at their friends, burying their heads
in their hands, overcome by sudden paroxysms of
laughter.
The shock of this sight was so great that I had no
time to be disgusted. I followed the direction of
their eyes to find out what was amusing them. I saw
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